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angel I bestowed all the wealth of my youthful imagination. But I fear she was a very material angel; for when we were out of church, and away from anthems and Kyrie Eleisons and chants and hymns, and found ourselves side by side as Twelfth Night King and Queen, I remember as distinctly as if it were yesterday, that during the very darkest scene of a magic lantern show I felt a tiny pair of arms around my neck, and heard a whisper, " Kiss me, my King, you may, you must!"
Fancy leads me to Ilford in Essex, then, as it seemed to me, in the heart of the country, and to a huge